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AND GREAT DESTRUCTION OF CATTLE. 


“The voice of the Lord is upon 
the Waiters: the God of glory 
thundereth: the Lord is upon 
many waters.” 

PSALM XXIX. 3. 


Aw inquest was held on the 21st at Blaxhall, upon 


(< the body of James Smith, aged 70, and upwards: 
Sy this old man was in the constant habit of going to 


Mrs. Pope’s to assist the washerwoman, and went 
| about 3-past One on Monday for that purpose. Just 
at the time a storm came on most violent, and it is 
supposed that he took shelter under a tree from the 


; inclemency of the weather; the woman was much 


surprised at his absence went out to look for him as 
scon as it was light,and found him dead under an Elm 


~ ‘Tree close by the house. On examining the body. it 
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.) appeared the electric fluid had struck him on the side 
“Sof the head and passed the lower extremity, having 
@ in its passage broken his watch. The Jury returned 
») a verdict, killed by lightning. 


Three dreadful thunder storms have passed over 

Yew-market, the firstabout 4 o’Clock, and the second 

8 o’Clock, P.M. on Sunday last; during the second 

st hail-stones fell larger than a shilling in width, 

rice the thickness, bre glass in the windows 

erent houses to a serious extent ; at Mr. Crock- 

it is said that upwards of 300 panes of glass were 

broken, and at Mr. Weatherbys the number destroyed 
is stated to have been considerable. 

On Saturday last, the town of Horsham, in the 
county of Sussex, was visited by a most awful and 
dful tempest, that was ever remembered by the 
oldest inhabitants in the place, which created consi- 


dr 


») derable alarm. 


About three o’clock the Town was completely en- 
veloped in Total Darkness, whilst the Sun, at the same 
time shone in full splendour on the opposite side of 
the Horizon. 

From the place where clouds seemed to rest, tre- 
mendous and dreadful Peals of Thunder were heard, 
which were accompanied by the most vivid flashes of 


ry Lightning ; so dreadful was it that it killed five fine 


Horses belonging to Mr. Emmnent, and killed the 
Carter that had the charge of them on the spot. 

On the same afternoon, after taking a sweeping di- 
rection near eleven miles to Dirking, threatening de- 
struction to the whole country around; the electric 
fluid struck the cottage of William Smith, and killed 
his Wife and two Children, with three Horses beiong- 


““Behold, he witholdeth the Wa- 
ters and they dry up: also he 
sendeth them out, and they 
overthrow the earth.” 

JOB XII. 16. 


ing to Mr. Havelan, that were grazing near the same 
place, & one of his servants was struck to the ground, 
and scorched so dreadfully that but little hopes are 
entertained of his recovery. 

About the height of this dreadful tempest, hail stones 
of great magnitude fell; and about five o’Clock, a 
large Water Spout bursted, that had been gathering 
in the course of this awful visitation of Divine Provi- 
dence ; terrifying was the explosion! it swept all be- 
fore it in the mighty Deluge! it overflowed the banks 
of the river, and the low lands became a completesea! 
it carried before it the humble habitations of the in- 
habitants ; several of the farm-houses were carried 
away, and the inmates with them. It is impossible to 
calculate upon the number of individuals or the loss 
of property, but we are authentically informed, that 
from four hundred to five hundred head of cattle have 
been destroyed by this awful visitation of the Almighty. 


God moves in a mysterious way, 
His wonders to perform ; 

He plants his footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon, the storm. 

Deep, in unfathomable mines 
Of never failing skill, 

He treasures up his bright designs, 
And works his Sovereign will. 

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take! 
The clouds ye so much dread 

Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 
But trust him for his grace : 

Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 

His purposes will ripen fast, 
Unfolding every hour ; 

The bud may have a bitter taste, 
But sweet will be the flower. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err, 
And scan his work in vain: 

God is his own interpreter, 
And he will make it plain. 
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